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A newspaper went flying, 

By wandering breezes tossed, 
Which children picking mushrooms 
Had near the coppice lost. 


And there the Hedgehog found it, 
‘Neath a fir-tree near the mead. 
But what a shame! The paper 
Himself he could not read. 


He called the Fox to help him, 
And kindly Mr. Bear. 

But they weren’t much good either 
At reading what was there. 


He went to see old Storky, 
Who on the school had a nest, 
Who, everyone consented, 

At reading was the best. 


And he read, clitter-clatter, 

That in Baikonur, quite soon, 
Some cosmonauts in a rocket 
Would set out for the moon. 


The shady wood and coppice 
Soon started to resound — 
About this coming wonder 
The news went flying round. 


And many could not believe it,: 
But some there were more bold, 
And they themselves desired 
To fly to the stars, I’m told. 


Among them — 
who'd have thought it! — 
Was Ant the Tramp, and he 
Just loved afar to wander, 
And climb the tall fir-tree. 


And from its lofty summit 

He gazed at the sun and stars, 
And dreamed of distant travels 
Beyond the cloud-bank bars. 


Though all of his advisers 
Told him on earth to stay, 
And not to be foolhardy 
And fly so far away, 


He simply wouldn’t listen: 

Through woods and dales that day, 
With walking stick and compass, 
He set out on the way. 


And long he tramped and wandered 
Through forests dark, unknown, 
Until at last he landed 

Near to an aerodrome. 
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But there he just remembered — 
How could he make a flight, 

If in his hand as passenger 

He held no ticket tight? 


He heard at the cashier’s 
How travellers would say: 
“A return to Ordzhonikidze’’, 
“Siberia — one way”. 


“To Baikonur — a single,” 

An elderly woman said, 

“My son lives there, my laddy —”’ 
A thought came to his head: 


What if he climbed in her basket? 
No need for paying fares — 
Next moment he was hiding 
Beneath some yellow pears. 


Among the other presents 
Most anxiously he hid. 

“If only no one sees me!” 
Our Ant the Tramp then said. 


But the boarding went quite smoothly, 
And he heaved a silent sigh, 

As the aircraft went a-soaring 

Like the wind across the sky. 


Then Ant the Tramp was curious, 
Bobbed up to see the plane, 

But a stewardess was passing, 
So he bobbed down again! 


And then he didn’t notice 
How‘ tired he had become. 
He fell asleep quite quickly, 
As if in the copse at home. 
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How long he had ‘been snoozing, 
He really did not know, 

But came to himself already 
With new scenes down below. 


When the motors ceased their roaring, 
And the echoes had time to die, 

When up to the standing aircraft 
They brought the gangway high, 


Then all the passengers chattered, 
While their luggage went down the lifts, 
And behind them walked the old lady 
With her basketful of gifts. 


And there her son was waiting, 
And hugged his mother tight: 
“How are you feeling, mama? 
Let’s go to the car — all right?” 


“Well, I’m still alive, see laddy, 
_ Though I’ve gone a little grey...” 
“How fine that for a holiday 
At last you’ve come to stay!” 


And while they still were talking, 
Our Ant the Tramp saw fit, 
Before he quit the basket, 

To smarten up a bit. 


He got out and started walking 
Towards the sunset sky, 

Where some enormous pillar 
Was shining there on high. 


It was the first such monster 
He’d seen in all his days. 
Was that a cosmic rocket? 
He wondered in amaze. 


At first he felt quite frightened, 
And you can well see why, 

For he was so very tiny 
Against that giant so high! 


Perhaps it’s true, he wondered, 
That home is the nicest place? 
Perhaps, he thought, I’d better 
Not fly in freezing space? 


But at home they all would mock him, 
And how could he turn back, 

When about his wish to travel 

They knew on every track? 


And he himself was yearning Si 
To see that wondrous world... 
And steadily round the rocket 
His way our traveller twirled. 


The people were preparing 

The monster for its flight, 

And carefully checked each detail, 
To see that all was right. . 4 


Perhaps that was the reason 
That they didn’t notice him, 
When stealthily from the structure 
To the cabin he dropped in! 


He dived inside the rocket, 
’Mid many a wire and switch 
Of the marvellous apparatus, 
He found himself a niche. 


He lay down, but excited — 

No sleeping, not a yawn — 

And then two cosmonauts entered 
The cabin just at dawn. 


They checked the knobs and dials. 
“All ready! All set right!..” 

And then a roar like thunder 
Raised the rocket into flight. 


Then Ant the Tramp experienced 
A pressure like a weight, 

But after that a lightness 

Most marvellous to relate. 


If he had not clung tightly 
To a box in his hiding place, 
Most likely he’d be floating 
Around the cabin space! 
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But soon he grew accustomed. 
The radio crackled forth. 

He heard the cosmonauts sending 
Reports back to the earth, 


That all was in good order, 
That work they had begun, 
And sent their cosmic greetings 
To earth, to everyone. 


But when at last they were tired, 
And both fell fast asleep, 

Then Ant the Tramp with caution 
Around began to creep. 


He found some food left over, 
And something else to drink — 
Then the golden sky, through 
the porthole, 
Dumbfounded, made him blink. 


But when he looked through 

the telescope 
On Earth’s wide lands and seas, 
He saw the vales and mountains, 
The rivers and the trees, 


He saw the well-known places, 
His fir-tree, and below, 
The mushrooms, and 

the blackberries 
Which round his ant-hill grow. 


From happiness and wonder, 
Forgetting he was inside, 
“See everyone, I’m flying!” 
In the cabin then he cried, 


As if his voice could travel 

And back to earth could win, 

To the forests round Lake Naroc h, 
To his friends, his kith and kin. 


But the cosmonauts it wakened, 

And they looked surprised, no end: 
“Where on earth have you appeared from, 
And who are you, young friend? 


No need to hide there longer. 
Now our crew will number three. 
You'll work as one among us — 
A hero you will be! 


The fact that you are with us 

In our reports will be seen. 

You can even make an appearance 
On the television screen!” 


And so, as their fullequal, 
Cosmonaut Ant the Tramp, 

On the distant starry spaces 

Left impressed his traveller’s stamp. 


He saw the northern regions, 

And comets with golden manes, 
And wonderful silvery shadows 
From the clouds and passing rains. 


So much in space he gazed on, 

In that most marvellous flight, 

That a year wouldn’t be sufficient 
. To tell every wonderful sight. 


So he hurried home when it ended, 
When the programme was complete, 
And the capsule was safely landed 
On the spot right beneath their feet, 


When the cosmonauts were greeted, 
And loudly clapped and cheered, 

Then our Tramp quickly left the cabin, 
And quietly disappeared. 


By the time they noticed his absence 
He was already far away, 

Far out on the wide, wide steppe-land, 
Where the dancing grasses sway. 


He walked and walked without stopping, 
Through the sunshine and the rain... 
And could Ant the Tramp remember 
That whole Odyssey again? 


It’s true, that on his returning 

To his ant-heap in the wood, 

That all of the forest creatures 

Came in welcome, and round him stood — 


Yes, they welcomed him as a hero. 
And he told them one and all 
About his exciting adventures, 
And how they came to befall. 


And today, if you should happen 
To find yourself lost in the trees, 
Where the hundred-year-old branches 
Of the firs hum in springtime breeze, 


Where the waves roll blue on Lake Naroch, 
Where each star shines bright, like a lamp, 
You will hear in the birds’*full chorus 

This tale about Ant the Tramp. 
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